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HOW TO ROPE A STEER 





The first step is a good approach. 
Most right-handed punchers come 
up from the left rear. 



The horns are the best target. If 
the animal is caught by the legs, 
he may break one when the rope 
is snubbed short. 





Now "set" the loop by a sharp 
jerk with the right arm. Make sure 
it's good and tight. Many a steer 
has thrown the noose at the last 
moment. 




Then take a "dally" around your 
saddle horn to anchor your end of 
the lariat. Some punchers prefer to 
tie the rope fast to the horn before 
they even approach the steer but 
this sometimes leaves too little 
rope or too much. 




Now fling the rope over the steer's 
back so that the line runs along 
the steer's right side and curves 
around behind his rear legs. 



Now it's your horse's turn. Urge 
him on until the rope tightens be- 
hind the steer's legs. 





That's it! The tightening rope pulls 
the steer's hind legs out from un- 
der him and pulls his head and 
horns away from you so that he 
often turns a complete somersault 
in the air. 



It's all over but tying his legs to- 
gether. Keep a hand on your lariat 
to make sure your horse keeps a 
strain on the line as all good cow- 
pony's should. Otherwise, that steer 
is likely to jump up when you least 
expect it. 
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I VE SURE BEEN LOOKING FORWARD 
TO THIS VISIT. I'VE BEEN LOOKING 
FOR A CHANCE TO CONGRATULATE 
BURT ON HIS ELECTION AS 
SHERIFF. 




GALLANTLY BILL FIGHTS HIS WAY 
THROUGH THE BOILING WATERS, BUT- 



THIS MAN DIDN'T DROWN. 1 

A BULLET IN HIS BACK! GUESS THIS IS A 



HE WAS KILLED BY 




BLAST YUH, CASE MA/Vm! FINE ! NOW SEEING tiJi-i. I TELL YOU, CASE, YOUU\WHAT MAKES YOU 
YOU CANT DO THIS TO /YOU'RE A PUBLIC SERVANT, \BE SORRY WHEN THE __-/ THINK HES COMING 
ME! fM THE MAYOR OF J HOW ABOUT SHOWING US \SHERIFF SETS BACK ) 7 BACK? HAW! HAW! 
THIS TOWN ! r — -ffl A LITTLE ENTERTAINMENT?J, TO TOWN ! 




THERE ISNY 1 THE 
OLD SOURDOUGHS 
WHO OPENED UP 
THESE DIGGINGS 
HAVE BEEN 
LEAVING THIS 
TOWN ONE BY 
ONE- --SELLING 
THEIR CLAIMS 
TO MORLEY FOR 
ANYTHING HE 





!H*I XK Y _ E ^IH ,IN8 THE ST"*" 4 0UW08 MTHER...FOR AS 

WILD BILL ENTERS THE LOCAL RESTAURANT— - 



HOWDY, PARTNER! MORLEYS 
MY NAME. I WATCHED YOU TANGLE 
WITH CASE MARTIN. THAT WAS A 
REAL SLICK JOB YOU DID ON HIM! 



thanks! RECKON THE T- 
WAY HE WAS RIDING THE 
MAYOR KIND OF STUCK 
IN MY CRAW! 



BY THE WAY, 1 


1 THANKS, BUT 


1 COULD USE 


SOMEONE AL- 


SOMEONE 


READY HIRED 


LIKE YOU IN 


\ ME FOR THAT 


MY OUTFIT- -- 


Ijob! I'm 


JUST TO KEEP 


/THE NEW 


MY BOYS IN 


f SHERIFF, . 


LINE! f^A 


BILL ELUOTTi 




(§3| 




WELL, IF HE 
WANTS TO PLAY 
ROUGH, THERE'S 
NOTHING ELSE 
TO DO BUT 
FINISH HIM OFF! 



NOT NOW, RIP. THINGS ARENT 
QUITE RIPE YET. RIGHT NOW 
WEVE GOT TO GET RID OF 
THAT NEW SHERIFF, BILL 
ELLIOTT, BEFORE HE PUTS 
A PERMANENT CRIMP INTO 
MY PLANS. 




BILL, LISTEN! 
JUST REMEMBERED 
---THAT HOMBRE 
RODE THROUGH 
SOURDOUGH JUST 
ABOUT THE TIME 
BURT SHIELDS 

WAS killed! 



fine! IF HE COMES 
GUNNING FOR ME, I MAY 
GET A CHANCE TO GET 
A LINE ON WHO KILLED 
BURT 





HEY? WH-WHAT'S 
THE BIG IDEA? 
I WAS JUST 
TRYING TO HELP 
YOU WITH THOSE 
TWO HOMBRES! 



WELL, I HAD NO PROOF OF 
THAT. HE MIGHT HAVE 
BEEN PLANNING TO HELP 
ME. AND, ANYHOW, IF HE'S 
THE HOMBRE WE WANT, 
I WANT TO GET HIM 
DEAD TO RIGHTS 




YES, EXCEPT WHEN 
HE'S EATING AT THE 
HOTEL. THEY'VE 
GOT A RULE ABOUT 
TAKING YOUR GUNS 
OFF IN THE DINING 
ROOM.' 




IT WAS MORLEY WHO HIRED 
ME TO KILL BURT SHIELDS 
AND HE HIRED ME TO 
KILL ELLIOTT, TOO! 




WELL, MORLEY. WEVE GOT ENOUGH PROOF NOW 
TO CONVICT YOU IN COURT. BUT I'LL NEVER 
UNDERSTAND WHY A SMART HOMBRE LIKE YOU 
WOULD GO AS FAR AS 
MURDER JUST FOR A 
FEW THOUSAND 
IN GOLD, 




LOOK, MEN, YOU ALL KNOW I WAS A GOVERN- 
MENT ASSAYER IN THIS TOWN. IN THE FIRST 
FEW MONTHS AFTER I CAME HERE.1 SAMPLED 
EVERY BIT OF ORE THAT CAME FROM THOSE 
HILLS 




I TELL YOU THE GOLD YOUVE DUG OUT OF 
THOSE ROCKS IS NOTHING COMPARED TO THE 
VAST STORES OF SILVER, COPPER AND IRON 
IN THESE BADLANDS. THIS IS THE RICHEST 
MINERAL AREA IN THE COUNTRY- --AND THE 
MAN WHO OWNS IT COULD CONTROL THE I 




LOOK, MEN, l-l 
DON'T WANT IT 
ALL FOR MYSELF! 
THERE'S ENOUGH 
HERE FOR ALL 
OF US. I COULD 
MAKE YOU. ALL 
RICH, DON T YOU 
UNDERSTAND? 




no! you haven't got 
me yet! stand back, 
or i'll drill the 
first man who makes 

e! 



HOLD IT, MEN! 
HE HAD A DER- 
RINGER HIDDEN 
BENEATH HIS 
COAT, AND H^S 
CRAZY ENOUGH 
TO USE IT! 




HE'S MAKING HIS ' 
getaway! PLUG 
HIM, BILL !j*.-S 


1— / NO, 

Ja HE 


zeb! i've got an idea Y 

WONT GET FAR. f~—/ 
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BECAUSE HE'S STRADDLING MY HORSE 
STORMY NIGHT- - 




WELL, I RECKON 
THAT'S THE END 
OF MORLEY'S 
GETAWAY. 



I SURE HOPE STORMY 
DIDN'T FINISH HIM OFF. 
I WANT ENOUGH LEFT 
OF THIS COYOTE TO GO 
ON TRIAL. 



HIS MISSION ACCOMPLISHED, WILD BILL ELLIOTT 
HITS THE TRAIL... 




m 

and ' ik& 

RED RIVER / 
RAIDERS 




WITH DESPERATE 
SPEED, THE WAGONS' 
PLUNGE THROUGH 
I THE FLAMES. 



THERE'S A STREAM NOT FAR FROM 
HERE. I'LL HEAD THAT WAY, 
WE'LL NEED WATER FOR THE 
MEN IN THE WAGONS! 




THEY ALWAYS HIT MY TRAIN 
WHEN I'M FREIGHTING 
VALUABLE CARGO. THIS TIME 
IT WAS A SHIPMENT OF GOLD, 
CONSIGNED TO THE RAIL- 
HEAO AT CEDAR JUNCTION. 




BULL GRIMM HAS BEEN RAIDING MY WAGONS FOR MONTHS. 
IF IT WEREN'T FOR A FRIEND OF MINE LENDING ME MONEY, 
WITH MY FREIGHT LINES AS SECURITY, I'D BE OUT ( 
BUSINESS BY NOW . 




THANKS AGAIN, FDR WHAT YOUVE DONE, 
BILL. RECKON I'LL BE HEADING BACK 
TO MY TERMINAL AT BIG BEND. 



BIG BEND! THArs\ 
NOT FAR OUT 
OF MY WAY, HAP. 
I THINK I'LL 
RIDE ALONG' 



NEXT MORNING, LATE, THE WAGON TRAIN ENTERS THE 
TOWN OF BIG BEND. THERE--- 




THESE CONTINUAL RAIDS HAVE SCARED OFF 
MOST OF HAP'S CUSTOMERS ---AND AFTER HE 
REPORTS THE LOSS OF THIS GOLD SHIPMENT, 
THE INSURANCE C0MR4NY IS 
SURE TO CANCEL HAP'S 
POLICY. 




I WANT TO TALK TO YOU ABOUT THAT, HAP. 
FRANKLY, I CAN'T CARRY YOU MUCH LONGER 
ON THAT LOAN. IF THESE RAIDS KEEP UP, 
I LL HAVE TO FORECLOSE ON YOUR FREIGHT 
LINE-— TO PROTECT MY DEPOSITORS. 



RIGHT NOW, I'VE GOT A SHIPMENT OF 
FURS IN MY WAREHOUSE- 
CONSIGNED TO THE STEAMBOAT 
LANDING AT RED RIVER. THE 
MONEY I GET FOR THAT JOB 
SHOULD TIOE ME OVER FOR 
A MONTH. 



YOU MEAN 
YOU'RE GOING 
TO SEND YOUR 
WAGONS OUT 

SO SOON 

AFTER THAT 

LAST RAID? 




BE SENSIBLE, HAP. AFTER WHAT JUST 
HAPPENED, THERE ISNT A DRIVER IN 
TOWN WHO'D RIDE FOR YOU AGAIN 



JST \ 

'JT. 




I HAPPEN TO BE HEADED )/ THANKS, BILL. WITH 
FOR RED RIVER MY- 
SELF, HAP. MAYBE I 
COULD RIDE ALONG 
WITH YOU AS A GUARD 
FOR THE 
WAGONS 




ALL RIGHT, HAP, IT'S 
YOUR FUNERAL. BUT 
REMEMBER, IF ANY- 
THING HAPPENS THIS 
TIME, I'LL BE FORGED 
TO FORECLOSE ON 
YOUR FREIGHT LINE. 



THERE WONT BE 
ANY TROUBLE. I'VE 
FIGURED OUT A NEW 
ROUTE TO RED RIVER . 
BY THE TIME GRIMM 
TRACKS DOWN MY 
WAGONS, THOSE FURS 
WILL BE SAFELY 
DELIVERED. 




SO YOURE GOING 
TO TRY TO SWITCH 
ROUTES. HMMM... 
IT MIGHT WORK--- 
IF GRIMM DOESN'T 
GET WIND OF IT. 



HOW CAN HE? I'M NOT 
LETTING ANYONE KNOW 
WHICH WAY I'M HEADING. 
NOT EVEN YOU, MARK. 
THOSE FURS ARE 
GOING THROUGH 




NOW THATS THE KIND OF FIGHTING TALK I 
LIKE TO HEAR, HAP. GIVE BULL GRIMM A RUN 
FOR HIS MONEY, PARTNER 

I M ROOTING FOR YOU / THANKS, MARK 

ALL THE WAY. t ' / I KNEW YOU'D 



N~J 




THERE GOES THE/ 1 RECKON d-~. 
BEST FRIEND (-T W/RE RIGHT, 
A MAN EVER J "-? HAP. 




WELL CAMP HERE AND HEAD DOWN THE 
NEW ROUTE IN THE MORNING. 




OKAY, BOYS, LIFT 'EM HIGH! AT THIS 
DISTANCE, I COULDN'T MISS! 



z 



— — ; 





I THIS HOMBRE'S BEEN ^B HOLO It! fVE SOT SOME- 
A SIGHT OF TROUBLE, ^m THING BETTER IN MIND. 
RECKON I OUGHTA \ TIE HIM UP AND LOAD HIM 

FINISH HIM OFF NOW, BULL?J IN THE WAGON WITH THE 
OTHERS. 





IN THE NEXT MINUTE, WILD BILL 
GAMBLES HIS LIFE, IN A COURAGEOUS 
ATTEMPT TO HALT THE RUNAWAYS. 



MY LUCKS 
REALLY CHANGING 
HERE COMES STORMY. 
600D BOY! I KNEW 
HE'D GIVE THOSE 
OWLHOOTS THE 
SLIP! 




NOONDAY SUN SEATS DOWN l 0N THE GRIMM 
GANS MOVING SLOWLY TOWARD THEIR HIDE-OUT 



ILL SURE BE 
GLAD WHEN WE'VE 
GOT THESE FURS 
STASHED AWAY, 
- BULL 



AH, WHAT ARE YOU WORRIED 
ABOUT? THAT WAGON'S AT 
THE BOTTOM OF R1MROCK 
CANYON ---AND ELLIOTT 
AND HIS FRIENDS ALONG 
, WITH IT! 




BUT AT THAT MOMENT, IN THE SURROUNDING 

BRUSH- -- 

REMEMBER, MEN, WITHOUT 
GUNS OUR MAIN WEA" 
WILL BESURPRIS 




ALL RIGHT, MEN! XI WILD BILL AND THE 
LET'S SO! rr^l WAGON CHEW! HOW 
DID THEY ESCAPE 
ALIVE? 




HERE, HOMBRE, I VE BEEN SAVING THIS FOR 
ONE OF YOU COYOTES! 



Its NO USE 1 . THEY CAUGHT US BY 
SURPRISE! I'D BETTER HIGH-TAIL 
IT WHILE I CAN! 




UNDER THE FIERCE ATTACK, THE 
OUTLAWS' RESISTANCE COLLAPSES. 



WE'LL TRAIL HIM \ 
AND SEE WHERE HE \ 
GOES. HE MAY BE I 
ON HIS WAY TO -J 
CONTACT HIS 
PARTNER . J | 


I YOU'RE RIGHT. 1 LL ' 
/ LEAVE MY MEN HERE 
/ TO TAKE CARE OF 
/ THE WAGONS AND 
( FURS. WE'LL RIDE 

AFTER BULL GRIMM j 
_„_ TOGETHER. f*~< 


^Wlffl 



%*>. 




great day! wh---why grimm is heading into 
the back door of the bank! c— -could he 
be planning a holdup? 

' if my hunch is 
right, i doubt it. 
come on, that open 
window is a good 
place to get an 

earful! 




